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Hello, my ducks, I’m Mother Big Cheese, a close friend of Mother Goose. We come to Nottingham 

every autumn. You might have heard of us, though she’s a bit more famous. I’m the mother of The 

Big Cheese Roll; the real Big Cheese. I’ve been around a long, long time. I’m the life and soul of many 

a good gathering. I knew Robin, Marian and their merry friends back in the day. That sheriff was a bit 

nasty, wasn’t he? He needed a few lessons in how to share. I’ve always told folk that when the earth 

is healthy, the weather’s right and all the animals are well fed, then I’ll come to the feast. I was there 

in 1766 during The Great Cheese Riot, and this is how things really went down.  

I was dressed up in my favourite hat, looking gorgeous. It was The Goose Fair after all, and that’s 

supposed to be fun. It was a sunny day and there was lots and lots of food, especially huge, round, 

fat cheeses. I like to see everyone well fed, whatever they like to eat. Chips, peas and mint sauce is 

my favourite. I’m a vegan myself, because cheeses don’t eat cheese, obviously. But each to their 

own; I know I’m tasty. I like to see people happy and well. That’s just the way I roll.  But everyone 

from the city looked hungry. None of the people who worked so hard all year could afford any of the 

lovely food there. If too many people are going hungry or can’t buy good food, then this Earth 

Mother becomes a mother of revolution. And that’s what happened.  

I encouraged the workers to ask for better prices, but most of the richest people who owned the 

very biggest farms didn’t want to know. All that delicious food was going to go to waste or be sold 

only to a few people who had lots of money. We knew there was really enough for everyone and 

that all that had to happen was a little sharing and a fairer price. We also knew that all those big 

round cheeses could be rolled away. So, I told people, they should start pushing the cheeses where 

they were most needed. Soon word started to spread.    

It was a day full of rolling, one of my favourite things. I rolled with the people down Peck Lane. I 

rolled along the canal tow paths as we collected food from boats and warehouses. I rolled up and 

down streets, pushed by women and children. And we shared out food to everyone. Some people 

were angry. Others were singing and laughing. Every age and gender were there, breaking up food 

into chunks and then taking it to the lonely girl on the corner and the old man up the road. The 

Mayor didn’t know what to do. Just like the Sheriff of Nottingham in Robin Hood and Marian’s day, 

he didn’t care that people were hungry. He was just getting in the way, so in the end we rolled him 

over and carried on with what we were doing. Some of the cheese rollers were caught and locked up 

but all the people came together and made such a noise and a mess that our friends were set free 

again. We were gaining momentum, and it felt like everyone was rolling with us. I worried about the 

smaller farms and traders, but some people took the farmers’ bread, vegetables and cheese and sold 

it at prices most people could pay, then gave that money back to the farmers at the end of the day. 

After all that gadding about, I was tired by the end of the day, and to be honest I was feeling a bit 

melted round the edges. Mother Goose was looking a bit tatty too, but we didn’t mind. As the stars 

filled the night sky, we both watched as fires were lit in homes, and families, neighbours and 

strangers ate the best meals they’d had in ages. Everyone was telling stories of their day. Suddenly 

grannies and grandads, aunts, uncles, cousins and best friends sounded like heroes. In the Mayor’s 

house we heard him mumbling, grumbling and shouting. He was making plans for tomorrow when 

men on horseback would come with swords and guns. But we knew the people would be stronger 

tomorrow than they were today, because they had full bellies and knew how to work together to 

help keep each other safe. We knew they would be OK.   

Once a year we come back to tell this story, because stories have power. Once a year we all get 

together. We remind ourselves to share out food throughout the year, because we know what we 

can do if we look out for one another. In Nottingham, this is how we roll, ‘til no one goes hungry.  
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